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Taylor stared at the syringe in his hands, a syringe full of heroin, a syringe full of death. This past year had 
been the worst year of his life, after his marriage had broken down he'd hit the bottle and turned to drugs to 
dull the pain, a pain which threatened to tear him apart. He quickly found himself spiraling back into 
dependency, he had lost days at a time to blackouts and had woken up in a police cell more than once, and in 
the last week he'd filed for bankruptcy as his fortune was swallowed up in divorce settlements and his ever 


increasing drug habit. 
His life was a fucked up mess. 


His friends had tried to help him but Taylor was too self-absorbed in his own misery and he had pushed them 
away deciding that being fucked out of his head was preferable to dealing with reality. Dave had been there 
for him in the beginning, he had tried to persuade Taylor to get some help, go back to rehab, see a therapist 
but after Taylor had threatened Dave with a knife, although Taylor had no recollection of the incident, even 


Dave had given up on him. 


So now Taylor was alone. 


It was IL53pm on New Years Eve, Taylor was in a dirty, stinking motel room in West Hollywood, a place where 
only the dregs of society would ever contemplate staying, and he was at the end of the road. He'd had it with 
this life, he had nothing left to lose, he had destroyed everything and alienated everyone who had cared for 
him and he didn't want to carry on. He had pawned the last item he owned that had any value, his silver 
medallion necklace, and had used the money to book the room for the night and to score some drugs. He went 
to a dealer that only supplied the good stuff, not the stuff cut with tale or baking powder or whatever other 
fucking stuff the dealers used, this was pure heroin and he knew the dose he had in the syringe would be 


enough to ensure he never woke up. 


Taylor drained the last few mouthfuls from the liter bottle of whisky that he had stolen from the liquor 
store, he needed the alcohol to give him courage to do what he wanted to do, he was a fucking coward as well 
as being a failure. He stumbled from the bathroom towards the bed when the world tilted around him, he felt 
himself falling, he saw the floor rushing up to meet him but his last sensation before he lost consciousness 


was of hands grabbing his arms to stop him hitting from the floor. 
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Taylor opened his eyes. He was laying on his back on the bed staring up at the filthy ceiling fan which squeaked 
and buzzed as it spun lazily above him. His own head spun as he tried to remember where he was, it was all 
too familiar for him to wake up with no idea where he was and how he had gotten there. He turned his head 
to see a syringe laying on a bedside cabinet and realization washed over him, he knew where he was and what 


he was there to do. He reached out a hand towards the syringe but before his fingers could grasp it a voice 


from the other side of the room halted his hand. 

"You don't really want to do that Taylor." 

Taylor twisted round so fast he nearly gave himself whiplash. A large black man was sitting on the chair by 
the motel room window. He was dressed totally in black; black jeans, black shirt, black leather jacket and black 
biker boots, he would have been practically invisible but for the glow from the neon motel sign filtering in 
through the window. 


"Who the fuck are you," Taylor growled, "and what the fuck do you want?" 


The man smiled, his teeth were a startling white which appeared to glow against the darkness of his skin and 
clothing. 


"My name is Israfel, I'm your guardian angel and l'm here to put you back on the right road." 
Taylor snorted a laugh. "Very droll. If you are here for money then you picked the wrong fucking room, | have 
nothing, not a single fucking cent to my name. And if you want to kill me then go right ahead, I'm not going to 


stop you.” 


"| have no need for money and | want to save your life Taylor not end it." 


Taylor belatedly realized the man had used his name. "How the fuck do you know my name? | checked in under 


a false name." 
Israfel sighed. "I told you, I'm your guardian angel, | know everything about you Oliver Taylor Hawkins." 
"Fuck off. It's because l'm famous, you just recognize me from the band." Taylor snarled. 


Israfel gave Taylor an appraising look. "I don't think anyone would recognize you right now. You have been 


sleeping rough in the same clothes for over two weeks and you haven't showered or even combed your hair in 


longer than that." 

Taylor glanced down at himself, the man was right, he was wearing a pair of jeans that were stiff and 
encrusted with dirt, and his once white t-shirt was filthy and covered with a stain that looked suspiciously like 
vomit. 


"Just get the fuck out of my room." 


| cannot leave you Taylor, | cannot leave you to take your life. | cannot leave you until you realize that your 


life has meaning and that without you the world would be a very different place." 


Israfel rose from the chair, there was a faint rustling sound and the next instant he was standing next to 


Taylor holding the loaded syringe in his hand. Taylor blinked in surprise, he never even saw the man move. 
"You won't be need this Taylor.” 


Taylor was suddenly filled with red hot anger, how dare this person break into his room and steal his junk, he 
needed that syringe, it was his way out and he couldn't afford to buy any more drugs. 


"Give that back you fucker." 

Taylor lunged at Israfel but he only grabbed an armful of air, the man was back sitting in the chair, the 
syringe on his lap, as if he had never moved. Taylor felt a stab of fear as his brain tried to make sense of 
what had just happened. 

"Who the fuck are you?" Taylor whispered. "What the fuck are you?" 


Israfel flashed his teeth in another smile. "I already told you Taylor, l'm your guardian angel." 


"You can't be an angel, angels don't exist” Taylor said stubbornly. "And even of they did you don't look like an 


angel, you are wearing black, and you have no wings." 


Israfel chuckled. "You think angels all wear white? That we sit around on clouds playing harps, preening our 


wings and smiling down on man? Maybe we did, thousands of years ago, but the modern world demands a 


different angel. Today we are fighting a war, a war against greed and corruption but mostly against fear. Our 
job is to make sure that the right people exist in the world and sometimes that means we have to intervene. 


Like tonight with you. lm here to save you Taylor" 


of him wanted to believe, wanted to think that he could be saved, that there was a way back out of the 


blackness he was in. 


"Dude | don't know whether you are whacked out on drugs, or whether you find it funny to mess with people 
or whether you are just fucking delusional, and | don't really care, but | want you To give me my gear and then 


just fuck off" 


| can't to that Taylor." Israfel slipped the syringe inside his jacket. "If | leave you and you kill yourself the 
future will be different. The world needs you Taylor, you are the key to so many good things and | cannot let 
you die.” 


Maybe he was a fucking junkie who just wanted to steal his drugs, whoever he was he was just making Taylor 
angry. 


"Fuck off. l'm just a washed up fucking drummer. l'm a fucking waste of time. Go find someone else to save." 
Taylor jumped as Israfel suddenly appeared sitting next to him on the bed, how the fuck did he move so fast. 


"You are special Taylor, the world is less of a place without you in it. | know you don't believe me so | will just 


have to show you.” 


Israfel reached out a hand, his fingers were long and delicate, like pianist hands Taylor thought, and he placed it 
on Taylor's forehead. The man's fingertips burnt Taylor's skin, he tried to pull away but the room seemed to 
shrink around him and he felt himself slipping down into the bed. 


"Don't fight it Taylor, just relax, relax and come with me." 
Israfel's voice seemed to be coming from miles away yet his face was only a few inches from his own. Taylor 
tried to scream but no sound emerged from his mouth and then the world went black for the second time 


that night. 
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"We're here" 


Taylor opened his eyes to find himself in the back seat of a car with Israfel sitting next to him. 


"Where the fuck are we? How the fuck did | get here?" Taylor scrabbled for the door handle but his fingers 
slid off the metal. 


"We are still back in your motel room Taylor." Israfel smiled softly. "This is not reality, but it is a reality that 


would have been had you had not been born" 


Taylor's brain tried to process what was happening. Maybe the man had dosed him with something when he 
touched him, maybe some kind of potent hallucinogenic that was absorbed through the skin He was tripping, 
that must be it, he was tripping his fucking balls off. 


"| didn't drug you and you are not tripping." 


Taylor stared at Israfel, how the fuck did he know what he was thinking? The drivers door suddenly opened, a 
large man squeezed himself into the seat depositing a pizza box on the passenger seat. As the driver leaned 
over to pull a slice of pizza from the box Taylor caught a look at his face and a shiver ran through him. It 
was Pat. Or at least the driver had Pat's face but the rest of him was unrecognizable. His skin had a grayish 
green tint to it that hinted at long term sickness and his features were bloated, he was grotesquely 
overweight, probably nearly 400 pounds, and Taylor could hear him wheezing as the driver chewed on his 


pizza. 
"Pat?" Taylor leaned forward to take a closer look at the man with Pat's face. "Is that you Pat?" 
The driver ignored him and continued to shovel pizza in his mouth. 


"Yes it's Pat." Israfel said. 


Taylor had almost forgotten about the man next to him, he turned back to see Israfel leaning back in the seat 


asad smile on his lips. 


"What the fuck?" Taylor glared at Israfel. "That's not Pat. Let me out of here you fucking freak" Taylor tried 
to open the door again but he couldn't seem to find a grip. 


Israfel shook his head. "You cannot leave the car Taylor, we are not really here. This is the Pat that would 


have been had you not been born. This Pat is living his life in a world where Taylor Hawkins never existed." 


Taylor turned his gaze back to the driver; it was Pat, Taylor knew it was Pat, he had spent nearly two decades 


working with him and he knew it was his friend but he just couldn't understand what he was seeing. 
"Pat?" Taylor whispered. "What happened to you?" 


Pat ignored him, he wiped his greasy hands on his pants, shoved the now empty pizza box on the floor, turned 
on his cell phone and started the engine. 


"You cannot interact here." Isfrafel said. "Pat is an Uber driverHe dropped out of music business after the Foo 


Fighters ended, he just bounced around from job to job, each one less desirable than the last and his pay 


checks got smaller and smaller. The only money he earns now is by driving people around, and it barely covers 


his bills." 
"The Foo Fighters ended?" Taylor asked. "Why? When?" 


"After William left they couldn't find a drummer that fitted in with the band, in this world there was no 
Taylor Hawkins to pick up the sticks, and the band just fell apart." The dark man held Taylor's gaze. "And this is 
where Pat ended up, sad and lost and with only a few months left to live." 


"What? Pat is dying?" Taylor could barely get the words out of his mouth. "Is he sick?" 
Israfel nodded towards Pat. "Look at him Taylor, he is obese, he eats nothing but junk food, he sits on his ass 


all day, and he still smokes heavily. In three months time Pat will have a heart attack, a fatal heart attack, and 


he will be gone." 


"No Taylor there is nothing we can do." Israfel said softly. "In this world Pat is going to die." 


"You said you are an angel," Taylor spat at the man, "if you are an angel then you must be able to do 


something. Intervene and save him like you said you were going to do for me." 


"I am an angel but this is not reality, this is glimpse of an alternate reality where you do not exist. | cannot 
change anything here." Israfel glanced out of the car window. "I think we have seen enough here, time to move 


on. 
Israfel touched Taylor's forehead and once again the world went dark. 
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Taylor stumbled on his feet, he was disorientated and he felt a hand grasp his arm to steady him. 


"Sorry Taylor, these jumps can be rather difficult" Israfel sounded truly apologetic. "Just take a few deep 
breaths." 


Taylor rode the wave of dizziness until his vision cleared. He was in an office, it was night and the office was 
empty apart from one man sitting at a desk in a small cubicle punching numbers into a desktop calculator. 
Taylor stared at the man at the desk as he worked, he looked familiar but Taylor couldn't quite place him. 


"Where are we?" Taylor asked. "Why are we here?" 


"We are in the offices of Andrews, Scott and Associates, a small accountancy firm in LA. And we are here to 


see Chris." 


Taylor stared at the figure at the desk and as his eyes adjusted to the light he could see that it was Chris, 
but like with Pat this Chris looked very different to the Chris he knew. This Chris looked old, his hair was 


streaked with grey, his face heavily lined with wrinkles and his blue eyes were red rimmed and watery. 


"Chris?" Taylor continued to stare at his friend punching numbers into the calculator. "This is Chris? But he 


looks so tired, so worn out." 
"Chris is an accountant, although not a great one hence why he is working for this small firm." 


"An accountant? But Chris is a guitarist," Taylor couldn't drag his eyes away from Chris who was still hunched 


over his desk taping at the calculator, "why is he working as a fucking accountant?" 
Israfel sighed. "Chris plays guitar but he didn't make it in the music business." 


Taylor eyes skimmed over the personal items on Chris's desk, one of those stupid stress balls in the shape of 
a pineapple, a snow globe from Las Vegas, a coaster in the shape of a surfboard and a framed photo of Chris 
with Slash from Gun's and Roses. 


"No you're wrong," Taylor pointed at the photo, "there's Chris with Slash." 


"A photo taken at a meet and greet. Chris paid several hundred dollars to get that photo taken In this world 


Chris is an accountant who has to pay to meet musicians." 
Taylor was confused. "But what about Foo Fighters? Why isn't Chris playing with Foo Fighters?" 


"Because in this world the Foo Fighters broke up after The Color And The Shape." Israfel sighed heavily. "The 
band couldn't find a drummer, you do not exist here remember, and so they split before Chris could be part 
of the band. He tried for years to make it, going to audition after audition but he never got the break he 
needed because Foo Fighters were not around. He still plays in a small local country band at seedy bars but 
this is where he works, this is his life." 


Taylor studied Chris's face. "He looks so unhappy. 
"He is unhappy, his heart aches for not being able to do the thing he loves. He still dreams of playing guitar in 
a rock band, of making albums, of going on tour but he will never have any of those things and deep down he 


knows it.” 


"Because | wasn't here to be the drummer?" Israfel nodded and Taylor felt tears stinging his eyes. "I've seen 


enough." 


‘lm sorry Taylor, | know this is hard but you have to see this." Israfel placed a hand on Taylor's shoulder. 
"You have to understand what you bring to the world" 


Taylor wiped a hand across his eyes. "You are going to make me see all of them aren't you?" 
"Yes Taylor | am." Israfel lifted his hand to Taylor's forehead and Chris and his calculator faded away. 
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They were standing at the back of a large classroom filled with high school kids in the middle of what appeared 
to be a test as the kids were silently writing on printed papers. The teacher sat behind his desk, his head 


bowed as he graded papers but even from this distance Taylor could recognize the red hair. 

"Nate is a teacher?" Taylor smiled. "That is so Nate. | always thought he would make a good teacher." 
"Yes, Nate now teaches history." Israfel's voice was flat. 

Taylor glanced at the angel, Israfel's expression was pained and full of sympathy. 


"| guess Nate didn't want to stay in the music business after the Foo Fighters broke up." Taylor found it odd 
to talk about Foo Fighters in the past tense. "But there are worse jobs than being a teacher." 


Israfel shook his head. "It wasn't like that. Nate rejoined Sunny Day Real Estate, they got a new record deal and 
went out on tour to promote it. Nate was in the passenger seat of the tour van when a Mac truck lost 


control and hit them head on, the driver was killed instantly, Nate was lucky to survive." 


One of the kids raised his hand to ask for more paper, Nate grabbed a handful from his desk and wheeled 
himself out from behind his desk. Taylor stared in shock as Nate rolled his wheelchair between the desks to 


hand the paper over. 


"Nate's back was broken in the accident," Israfel said quietly, "and it took him a long time to come to terms 
with his disability. Eventually he retrained as a teacher but he still suffers with severe depression, PTSD, 
nightmares, panic attacks." 


Its my fault," Taylor felt sick as he watched Nate wheel his chair back to his desk, "my fault." 


"No Taylor it's not your fault. How can you to be blamed for something you had no influence on? In this reality 
you were never born, this is just what would have happened had you never existed” 


"So what is the point of showing me this?" Anger bubbled up in Taylor. "What is the fucking point of showing 
me all this shit that never fucking happened? | was born you stupid fucking fuck." Israfel didn't flinch a muscle 
as Taylor shouted in his face. "I was fucking born, and | did play with Foo Fighters so none of this is real you 
stupid fucking asshole." 


Israfel didn't look at Taylor as he spoke, his eyes were fixed on Nate. "To show you how much your life 
touches other people and what it would be like if you were not there to shape their lives, so that you 
understand why you have to stay in the world” 


"Take me back," Taylor mumbled, "I want to go back to the motel." 

"We have one more stop to make Taylor then | will take you back." 

Taylor closed his eyes as Israfel touched his forehead, he knew who was next and he was dreading it. 
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Taylor felt a warm breeze on his face, he caught the scent of fragrant 


flowers and the sound of birds filled the air. He opened his eyes. 


He was standing in a cemetery in front of a white marble headstone, he knew without reading the inscription 


why he was here. His heart sank and his legs gave way as he dropped down on the grass. 

"How?" Taylor choked back a sob. "How did it happen?" 

"A drug overdose,” Israfel gave Taylor a meaningful look, "of heroin’ 

"No." Taylor still couldn't bring himself to look at the headstone. "Dave hates drugs, he would never do drugs” 


"The Dave you know would never do drugs but this Dave did” Israfel lowered himself onto the grass next to 


Taylor. "This Dave was an addict and it killed him." 


"l'm sorry Taylor but Dave died from a self administered overdose. No one is sure whether it was accidental 


or intentional but he died in a dirty motel room with a syringe hanging from his arm." 
Tears spilled down Taylor's face. "Why? Why the fuck would he do that?" 


Israfel plucked a blade of grass and rolled it between his fingers. "After the Foo Fighters ended Dave was lost, 
he didn't know what to do, he got mixed up with the wrong people and he started to use. He thought he could 
control it but he couldn't and he didn't have anyone there to help him get out." 


"But it didn't happen," Taylor felt like his heart was being squeezed in his chest, "none of this happened, Dave is 


alive." 
"Your Dave is alive but this Dave died." Israfel dropped the blade of grass and wiped his hands on his jeans. 
"None of this happened because you were born and it took the world in a different direction You became the 


drummer in Foo Fighters, the band went on and none of those realities we saw tonight ever came to pass." 


Taylor knew he had to ask the question "And what happens if | leave the real world?" 


"| don't know the answer to that Taylor but what | do know is that without you the world is less bright and 
lives will follow different paths which will not be as happy as they would be with you in them." 


Israfel reached into his pocket, he pulled out the syringe of heroin and placed it in Taylor's hand. "I will take you 
back now Taylor, | have given you as much guidance as | can, shown you as much as | can, now the choice is 


up to you. Choose wisely Taylor." 
Israfel placed his fingers on Taylor's forehead and the world spun into darkness. 
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Taylor was laying on the floor in his motel room an empty whisky bottle and a full syringe by his side. He 
glanced at the bedside clock to find it was still only Il.58pm, only a few minutes had passed since he stumbled 
out of the bathroom. He picked up the syringe and pulled himself to his feet, a wave of dizziness washed over 


him, he lurched towards the bed and fell onto the rumpled, dirty sheets. 


The sound of fireworks made Taylor jump, the bedside clock clicked over to midnight, it was a new year and 


one which Taylor didn't think he would ever see. Taylor stared at the syringe, he had been so sure of what he 
fucked up mess it had been five minutes ago, but he felt different, he had doubts. 


He looked over at the chair by the window, no one was there, no tall dark angel, just an empty chair. Had he 
passed out and dreamed the whole thing? Did his life, or death, really make that much of a difference to the 
world? He reached up to tug on his silver medallion, something he did when he was thinking, a comfort reflex, 
but he remembered that he had pawned it to get the money for the heroin. The heroin that was now in the 
syringe in his hands ready to take him away. What the fuck? Nothing was different. He'd had a stupid fucking 
dream that was all, there was no guardian angel looking out for him, no alternate realities where Taylor didn't 
exist, it was just a load of horse shit. He reached down to pull off his belt, he needed it to use as a tourniquet 
to raise the vein in his arm, but as his hand closed on the buckle something floated down from the ceiling and 
landed on his chest. Taylor stared in disbelief at the white feather, it wasn't a feather like those used in 
bedding or pillows, this was brilliant white and huge, like it had come from an extremely large wing. Taylor 
dropped the syringe, it fell from his hands on to the floor but Taylor didn't notice as he picked up the white 
feather and rubbed the soft fronds against his face. 


A sense of peace came over him, he felt lighter than he had done for months, years even, and he knew 
without a doubt that he wanted to live, but in the realization he also knew he needed help. He pulled the motel 
phone onto the bed and dialed a number, a number he knew by heart but hadn't used for months. The phone 


rang and rang, Taylor was just about to cut the call when there was a click as the call was picked up. 
"Hello?" 


Taylor started to cry as he heard the voice. 


"Hello? Is there anyone there?" The voice asked, 


Taylor swallowed hard. "Dave..it's me. I'm so sorry D. fucked up..l'm so fucked up..but | want to live D, | don't 
want to die." 
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Dave kept Taylor on the phone the whole drive to West Hollywood, talking to him while Taylor sobbed, making 
sure he stayed with him. When he eventually arrived at the motel he pulled Taylor into his arms and let him 
sob himself to exhaustion He carried the drummer to his car, Taylor was filthy, everything was covered in 
dirt and god fucking knew what else, but Dave noticed something white tucked under Taylor's shirt. He pulled 
out a huge white feather, he had no idea what the fuck Taylor was doing with a feather but the fact he had 
kept it clean and close to him meant it must mean something to him. He replaced the feather, wrapped Taylor 
in a blanket before strapping him into the passenger seat and drove the car away from the motel towards the 
rehab facility he had booked Taylor into. It was a new year and he was going to make sure Taylor was here to 
live it, he knew he had almost lost him, he had seen the syringe on the motel floor and knew what it meant. He 
didn't know what had changed Taylor's mind but he was fucking thankful; he couldn't imagine a life without 
Taylor in it or if he could it wouldn't be a happy life, Taylor just made the world a better place. 


